2id                            A DREAM

things minute and numerous past the power of
calculation, coming and going as they could find
space, species succeeding to species, and crowding
every point and vantage for life on the heaving
tumultuous bosom of eddying worlds.

" Wonderful it was, but terrible, too ; for what
struck me with a kind of chill, even while I was
wrapt in admiration, was the fact that though every-
thing was in constant change, and in the change
there was clearly an order and routine, yet I could
not detect anything that seemed like purpose.
Direction there was, but not direction to an end ;
for the end was no better than the beginning, it was
only different; the idea of Good, in short, did not
apply. And this fact, which was striking enough in
the case of the phenomena I have described, made
itself felt with even more insistence when I turned to
consider the course of human history. For that^too
I saw unrolled before me, not only on our own, but
on innumerable other worlds, in various phases and
in various forms, both those which we know, and
others of which we have no conception, and which I
am now quite unable to recall. Men I saw housing
in caves, or on piles in swamps and lakes, dwellers
in wagons and tents, hunters, or shepherds under the
stars, men of the mountain, men of the plain, of the
river-valley and the coast, nomad tribes, village
tribes, cities, kingdoms, empires, wars and peace,
politics, laws, manners, arts and sciences. Yet in all
this, so far as I could observe, although, through all
vacillations, there appeared to be a steady trend in a
definite direction, there was nothing to indicate what
we call purpose. Men, I saw, had ideas about Good,